LETTERS FROM IXDIA.               329

position 1 A storm destroying my little pro-
perty outside and those insects raging within,
and the more I called to Wright, and Eosina, and
Anna, and all the * Qui Hi's ' in the passage the
more they slept. However, they woke at last,
and the shutters were shut and order restored,
and I thought I might go to sleep ; not that one
ever can in this country if the night begins ill,
so of course some of the bearers, who sleep in
the verandah below, began to cough out of
compliment to the storm, and some English
chickens Wright has set up began to crow, and
the heat was worse than ever when the hurri-
cane went by; and at Last I told them to pull the
punkah in my bed, not knowing that having
once begun it never can be left off again for
the next eight months. Altogether I slept for
one hour. And now you know what an
Indian bad night is. The result was that after
luncheon I thought I would go to sleep, and
took off my frill and my sash and let all the
hooks and eyes loose, and told the servants to
keep the passage quiet and not to come in with
any notes; and just as I had sunk into a
peaceable slumber several of them rushed in,
announcing the Lord Sahib himself and the Lord